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FOUR  POEMS 


it  was  in  January 

in  snowdowned  hills  with 

loons  settling  in  iced  ponds 

and  otter  and  minic  running 

through  wood  silver  at  night 

it  was  when  the  sicy  was  black  with  snow 

when  the  air  hung  bitten  by  ice 

that  i  first  saw  my  past  as 

a  succession  of  fields  and  trees 

and  weathered  houses  and  walks  and 

days  wholly  marked  by  rain  or 

sun  and  the  infinite  varieties  of  light 

that  color  our  earth 

the  sand  was  whirlpooled  in 
a  million  segments 
back  to  the  sea 

the  sun  made  a  bed  of  coals  white 
against  the  eye  so  you  had  to  turn  your  face 
to  the  trees  or  the  sky 
or  to  the  water  rolling 
to  the  horizon 

there  was  a  boat  at  the  edge 

of  the  wind  turning  towards 

the  edge  of  the  world 

with  sails  grey  against 

the  green  of  the  sea 

i  stood  with  the  surf  driving  holes  for 
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my  feet  in  the  sand  wantins 
the  water’s  rush  under  me 
and  not  before  me  wantins 
to  dodge  the  boom 
as  it  swings  to  the  wind 
with  the  sails  snapping 
and  the  boards  moaning 
and  me  with  my  hand 
a  little  Iceel  in  the  water 
cold  and  yapping  and 
blue  green  with  the  sky 
running  with  the  wind 
wifi  life  and  not  away  from  it 


twilight  soft  golden  tears 
on  my  shades 
rust  green  earth 
and  brownblack  trees 
Sitting  in  my  eyes 

i  have  kicked  the  dust  earth 
in  spring 

and  broken  its  fallen  twigs 
and  thrown  them  at  the  trees 
and  walked  in  pine  shadows 
listening  to  water 
run  through  the  wood 

i  have  watched  the  uneven  horizon 
dip  and  fall  past  the  sun 


,8 


until  the  mountain  ridge  trees 
grew  dark  blue  fingers 

i  have  lived  with  spring’s 
mounting  vigor 

and  felt  her  clutch  at  my  heart 
long  dead 

j  have  chewed  her  clover 

tasted  her  grass 

drunk  her  water 

and  i  fee)  my  life  running 

bright  only  then 

JOHN  SNYDER 


TO  ANNE  LINDBERGH 
On  Gift  from  the  Sea 

Through  this,  the  simplest  magic 
of  our  age, 

The  mute  transmitter  of  the  printed  page 

Woman,  both  universal  and  unique. 

Speak  I 

We  stand  entranced,  refreshed,  resolved, 
reviewed. 

By  such  a  sharing  vitally 
renewed 

To  seek  an  essence  dearer  far 
than  youth  • 

Truth  I 

A.  L.  B. 
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THE  EXISTENTIAL  GRAMMARIAN  ' 

WKdt  ii  the  gender  of  a  clause  ? 

What  tense  the  object  of  a  noun  ? 

What  must  be  added  to  remove  all  flaws  ? 

How  must  man  stay  to  foot  the  heavy  ground  ? 

The  so*much  breath  moves  subordinating  minds 
To  know  which  hour  is  time  infinitive^ 

And  which  is  the  spacial  crevice  we  may  find, 
Which,  being  modified,  is  ours  to  live. 

The  phrase  of  existence  dangles  out  of  sight 
While  studied  worship  of  the  interim  calls 
Tense  living  from  present  to  subjunctive  light; 

To  ignore  the  birth  of  questions  as  they  fall. 

Being,  now,  is  participially  free 
To  answer  the  finite  imperative  of  to  be. 

-MALCOLM  GLASS 
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RONDEL 


-  to  Willy 

Herring-bone  morning  recalls  how  far  ago 
Early  leaving  the  hesitance  of  a  night; 

The  waking  in  strangeness  to  towns  so 
Soon  to  be  left  in  a  once>only  light. 

The  cuckold  dawn  stirs  loss  of  time  to  fright 
Urging  full-dull  memory  to  grow 
As  herring-bone  mornings  recall  how  far  ago 
Early  leaving  the  hesitance  of  a  night. 

A  bed  lies  unmade  of  a  one-time  light, 

A  narrow  past  persisting  in  the  words’  flow. 

As  in  vagrancies  gone,  departing  spares  the  sight, 

As  herring-bone  mornings  recall  how  far  ago 
Early  leaving  the  hesitancy  of  a  ni'ght. 

MALCOLM  GLASS 

POLITICO 

Ignoramuses,  you  drop  your  plowshares 
To  come  to  the  honky-tonky  city  to  rule  us 
Misleading  and  misguiding  us 
Bringing  the  shadow  of  the  hammer  and  scythe 
Over  a  land  once  robust  and  rich  with  sun. 

We  would  be  better  off  if  you  stayed  in  your  rice  fields 
Produced  and  gave  us  our  daily  bread. 

You  give  us  only  tho<e  saliva-spattered  mouthings, 
Now  maudlin,  impure,  damned  ! 

Hayseed,  go  home  ! 


JOAN  ORENDAIN 


KARMA 


I,  having  been  placed  once  more  upon  this  earth 
To  walk  in  sunlight 
To  know  the  misty  darkness, 

And  to  love  again  its  beauty, 

Bring  with  me  only  my  eternal  joy  of  being. 

Having  left  behind  all  mortal  dreams. 

Only  to  find  them  all  before  me. 

Shining,  meaning  evermore, 

And  only  know  I  can  return  these  things 
To  sm'ill  soul-selves  that  walk 
In  shrt  lowed  -  ells  of  flesh. 

I  jeg.  I  ag  iin  in  unknown  hope, 
b  ofn  ircaniier  s,  only  human  in  my  search  for  life 
Until  one  day  I  see  again  the  things  I’ve  loved 
and  known 
And  smile  on  them 

Knowing  that  my  goal  and  meaning  shall  ever  be 
giving, 

Returning  this  immortal  glory  of  life's  being 
1  o  ones  who  only  love  yet  don’t  remember. 

CARI  CRAVEN 
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M.  VALDEMAR 

«The  pendulum  vibrates  with  *  deeper 
meaning.*  «Thanatos  icai  Icairos* 

Stxldenly,  wings  and  darkness. 

The  country  has  made 
a  diseased  man  of  me— 
not  with  green  forces  driving 
Of  relentlessly,  skies, 

but  with  silence. 

I  have  been  alone 

when  the  tongue  of  night 

licked  into  the  corners  of  my  room  — 

when  the  lips  of  nigl  t 

twisted  dirty  webs  cf  air 

and  blew  them  on  the  wall; 

I  have  been  alone 

when  night  broke 

and  the  hare  shrieked  duskily 

and  the  moon  painted  the  grass  white. 

Yet  once,  a  green  and  gold  shadow 
against  an  old  tree, 
i  played  against  the  breasts  of  the  land 
and  the  land  was  mine, 
and  pillowed  in  the  crotch  of  spring 
I  played  Hamlet  against 
universal  death  principles. 

And  then  the  wings,  and  the  darkness. 
Scattered  wings.  They  came 
and  dropped  a  warning  feather; 
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4nd  «t  timr  ceme  dnd  w«  sone 
tK;/  %viih  ’red  the  breast*  of  march 

a/  'i  tii'ri!  -ed  her 
asjinsi  !ai»  while  linen, 

banded  brown 
and  like  t  hurricane 
theybeat^  beat,  beat  the  ceiling 
and  lift  me  out  of  aprjl 
into  the  august  land, 
to  the  chiming  of  the  rusty  clock 
in  the  south  room, 

ARTHUR  HALE 

MEDITATIO  I 

Not  one  but  light  as  air 
feathers  from  the  face  of  angels 
float  low  and  dropping; 
not  alone  but  soundless 
against  the  earth. 

fingers,  unformed 

but  drawn  from  colored  wind 

twist  the  sick  flame 

and  plait  Its  whispers 

back  against  its  white 

and  rising  body; 

I  am  alone 

an  uncommitted  force 
against  the  greenlong  hour. 

II 

Color  takes  shape 
against  the  sidelong  wall 
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and  points  a  pcwlength, 
angled,  to  the  rood/ 
twitches  my  eyes 
and  dares  them  not  to  follow. 

bending  the  nerve 
until  it  takes  the  white 
shape  of  the  graver  god, 
forces  the  split 
bloodguilty  hour 
to  its  own  crucifixic  n. 

ARTHUR  HALE 

AUTUMNSONG 

translated  from  Verlaine 

The  somber  songs 
of  the  violins  of 
autumn 

seranade  my  heart 

langorously, 

monotonously... 

Stifling  and 

oppressive 

the  clock  gongs 

me  bflck  to 

Red  days  and  dreams 

and  I  weep/ 

Drift  drear  away 

on  the  way-wind 

that  lifts 

up,  here,  there 

like  a  Ruttering 

dead 

leaf. 

ARTHUR  HALE 
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TWO  POEMS 


I 

Quick  is  the  new  night 
bequeathing  Flowers  under  the  early  snow 
in  the  fresh  winter  when  expectation 
rides  high  like  a  kite  in  an  eager  wind. 

How  soon  it  can  die.  How 
SI  dden  the  wind  swoops  once, 
bringing  the  kite 
crushing,  rushing  down, 
how  crumpled  and  still  it  lies. 

One  brief  gust  of  unexpected  happiness 
and  how  silent  lies  now  my  heart 
upon  the  long  snow. 

II 

The  white  stag 

moves  ro  more  through  the  proud  hills. 

Thi  wh  te  rose  scent 

go -  s  no  more  through  the  foreign  night. 

The  sad  harmonica 

comes  no  more  from  the  stillness  creeping 
and  a  bitterweed  grows 
where  the  greentree  stood. 

The  faded  summer 
grows  softer  and  softer, 

The  new  moon 

plays  no  more  in  the  yard. 


DIANA  GILL 


TWO  VOICES 

Two  voices, 

The  bright  blue  sky 
And  the  lilting  sunlight 
How  pledsant  it  is 
To  make  shadows 
In  the  wind,  dancing  ' 
in  three  with  it. 


KAY  PAFFORD 


ROMMEL 

The  « Desert  Fox»  they  called  him 
(And  other  names  less  printable); 

Sir  Winston  paid  him  a  tribute  in  the  Commons, 
And  Parliament  almost  had  apoplexy. 

He  was  the  man  that  almost  replaced  Hitler; 

The  man  Der  Fuhrer  had  to  kill : 

The  quiet,  blond  little  man,  mild 
Blue-eyed,  slightly  bald, 

A  solid  figure;  sturdy  with  the  strength 
Of  the  doughty  German  burgher  who 
Faces  immortality  from  Durer’s  canvas, 
Wurttemburger  school-master’s  son, 

Herr  Feldmarschal  Rommel,  you  showed  them  all. 
Before  the  play  was  done. 

JACK  SWEETMAN 
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HOW  SLEEP  THE  DEAD 


•  How  sleep  the  dead  ?» 

The  poets  asic. 

How  sleep  the  dead,  indeed/ 

How  sleeps  the  German  lieutenant 

In  the  Meuse  near  Dinant 

While  the  trout  feed  around  his  bones  ? 

•  Who  sink  to  rest,* 

The  poets  say. 

Who  sink  to  rest,  indeed; 

How  sleeps  the  French  captain 
Of  the  XX  Corps  near  Sedan 
Where  the  poppies  bleed 
Over  his  bones  ? 

•  By  all  their  country’s  wishes  blest,* 

The  poets  write. 

By  their  country’s  wishes  blest,  indeed  ? 
How  sleeps  the  blest  RAF  pilot 
Who  plumbed  the  sea  near  Dunkirk 
Where  the  whaleshark  and  sea-weed 
Swirl  around  his  bones  ? 

JACK  SWEETMAN 
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TEMPO 

TKe  mystery 

of  the  winds 

Rises 

above  the  sanctuaries 
Of  land-born 

creatures 
Telling  its  story 
of  past 

bright 

and  sun-lit 

days 
And  of 

inevitable 

Woe. 


The  once-peaceful 

trees 

Writhe  and 

lend  their  graceful  fingers 
Lest  through 

non-agreement 
They  might  tempt 

the  Tormentor 

To  mightier 

Assault. 


Inside  the  sanctuaries 
We  stand  and 

wait 
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in  fear 

Not  to  care 

about  or 

know 

But 

to  apprehend 

the  Future. 


SUICIDE 


JANE  SANDERS 


The  wind  made  the  most 

dance  and 

hurl 

itself  dsainst  the  naked  trees. 

The  sun  and 

coldness  of  the  atmosphere 
Vied  for  supremacy 

among  the  living, 
and  the  church  bells 

rang  their  sabbath 
on  silent,  sleepy  men. 

Settled  down  in  pews, 

sermonizers  uplifted 
hearts  as  best  they  could 

against  usurping  earth. 

A  solitary  man  lay  on  his  blanket 
against  blue  skies 

with  his  last  prayer; 

A  shot  blazed  through  the  hearts  of  men 
and  killed  the  hope  of  Sundays. 

JANE  SANDERS 
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VIOLENT  LUCIFER 


What  do  I  want  of  yoij,  I  aslc, 

And  why  break  Heav>:n  d'.unc  er  ? 

Why  plough  through  thv  lofty  heic^hts 
To  plant  there  hell,  mo<  <  laughter  ? 

To  run  in  frantic  through  the  day, 

And  sit  looking  dark  in  night, 

To  hear  Logos  and  Logic  claimed 
And  pass  by  them  in  fright  ? 

And  what  do  I  want  ?  To  feel  the  blaze 
Of  fire,  and  then,  compassion  - 
Violent  Lucifer,  (sultry  nights) 

And  just  your  hands  to  fashion 

Flesh-torn,  Heaven-lost  love. 

It’s  only  tKat,  my  soul-filled  wish 
(From  hell  to  last-tired  kiss) 

No  lasting,  holy  promise. 

To  feel  a  now  and  passing  zeal. 

For  well  I  know  the  story. 

And  in  the  loss  of  Heaven’s  will. 
Another  kind  of  glory. 


JANE  SANDERS 
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WHO  DIED  FOR  LOVE 

Daisy  was  a  flower 
Who  died  for  love, 

Not  her  own, 

But  from  a  lover’s  plucking  fingers. 

•  He  loves  me»  tears  away  a  white-veined  petal. 

•  He  loves  me  not»  wrenches  another  spoke 
From  the  white  wheel. 

Obliterated  symmetry 
And  a  dead  daisy. 

CAROLINDA  BURNETTE 

RAIM 

The  sky,  -ray  with  God’s  sadness,  shades 
the  world  below 

From  the  burning  blaze  of  Satan  sun, 

Then  streaks  of  steel  lightning  pierce  the  shadows  / 

The  sky  weeps  on  the  parched  earth. 

Each  drop  a  tear  of  the  Mighty  Being  whose  sympathy 
No  longer  can  be  withheld  under  the  dzvil’s  mirth. 

DONNA  ANN  PERAL 


A  TEMPLE 


the  sky 

The  doves  are  low  today  softly  nesting, 
huddled  together  cold, 
stilled  as  a  limp  white  shroud, 
one  huge  luminous  sun>(illed  cloud. 

the  Fountain 

I  too  am  softly  nested 

where  whirring  wings  are  reflected 

in  the  soap  stung  eye. 

the  trees 

Around  me  slender  columns  of  spikes  rise 
supporting  cobwebs  of  undulating  green, 
waving  lady-fans  seen 
in  summertime  church. 

the  earth 

Suddenly  bended  spears  of  light  are  thrown, 

shimmer  into  spurs  of  amber  against 

the  sweating  grass;  then  passing, 

leave  me  alone 

in  a  cool  green  tomb. 

LYNN  WYMAN 
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TWO  POEMS  I 


Cosnac/  said  correctly,  is  a  word  of 
wonder, 

A  liquid  cognate  we  can  recognize, 
consonant 

In  relation  to  its  necessary  knife 
of  warmth. 

But  any  brandied  wine,  produced  to 
soothe. 

To  sleepen  agitation,  will  suffer  in 
comparison 

With  sweet  consistencies  in  loving, 
warmly,  liquidly,  to  sleep. 


Yes,  I  saw  that  burnished  copper  spill 
slowly  on  that  water 

And  lie  there  a  time  as  a  glintful  finish  on  the  day 
And  saw  the  radiance  of  one  small  star 
deflected  from  its  surface 
And  looked  down  upon  the  mimic  of  the  moon 
Appearing  on  the  shadowed  glaze  of  that  bright 

vessel. 

Yes,  I  saw  all  this  without  you. 

Meanings  separate  to  me  were  held 
in  that  glowing  silently 
of  nearly  vanished  sun. 

And  as  the  night  wind  disturbed 

the  surface  and  I  lost  the  image, 

You  spoke. 

SHIRIJEY  DRAKE  GIBSON 
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WINTER’S  OVER 

Sleet,  icy  dnd  thin 

Dribbles,  freezing  my  chin; 

Billowy  whiteness  barricades 
The  exits,  malting  fast  the  gates. 

Snow  feeds  the  trickly 

Streams,  foaming,  growing  quickly 

To  roaring  lions,  threatening 
Every  t-hawing,  innoc  ent  thing-. 

Yet  the  baby-buds  crack 
Black  barks  with  bric-a-bac 

Lovely  green;  the  warming 
Earth  erupts  alive,  garnering 

Every  warmth,  every  lush 

Gushy  smell;  bringing  a  blush 

To  the  innocent  pair 
That  wiggle  and  hastily  repair 

To  thoughts  too  deep 
For  us,  fresh  from  winter’s  sleep. 

CARL  E.  STOREY 
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WORSHIP 


dance,  heathen  .  .  .  .dance! 

circle  and  sway  to  the  beat  of  the  tamboo 

leap  and  crouch  and  roll  In  the  dust 

clap  your  hands  to  the  rhythm  of  the  tamboo 

howl  like  a  jackel 

howl  at  the  moon 

grovel  in  the  earth,  dance  in  the  firelight 
call  on  your  big  black  greasy  gods 
call  on  your  snake  gods 
call  on  beast  gods 

cry  for  badness  and  blackness  and  devils 
worship  your  gods  to  the  beat  of  the  tamboo 
dance,  heathen  ....  dance  I 
pacify  your  gods 
do  evil  for  your  gods 

sweat  slimy  black  sweat  as  offering  for  your  gods 
feel  the  pulsating,  palpitating,  moaning, 
groaning  call  to  evil 
dance,  heathen, 
damn  you  .  .  . 
dance  I 


SUSAN  JACOBS 
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DISORIENTATION 


The  air  is  calm  tonight:  the  stars  are  still  - 
No  flicker  of  their  light  betrays  their  speed, 

So  I  sit  here  alone  on  this  dark  hill 
And  watch  their  distant  beauty  until  I  need 
To  clutch  the  rooted  grasses  in  despair 

Lest  I  fall  off  this  spinning  planet  into . there  ! 

I  cower  with  a  surge  of  mindless  fright: 

It  is  not  safe  to  watch  the  stars  tonight. 

FORREST  TELLEZ 


ON  COMMITMENT 

(after  Charles  Bell) 

I  look  into  her  face,  so  damn  beautiful 

It  takes  my  breath  !  I  know  those  full 

Melon-red  lips,-  they  make  me  weak;  she  knows  it. 

Her  clothes  hug  her  figure,  one  I  am  proud  of; 

Head  cocked,  back  arched,  flowing  hair;  trim  hips. 

She  lives  in  ballet,  her  movement  never-ending  grace. 

I  look  at  him,  as  false  as  true, 

A  lover  of  many  women,  a  loose  stud, 

Morals  adjusted  to  appetites. 

A  lean  wolf,  a  hungry  scavenger  of  the  night. 

Sweet,  beautiful  girl,  how  can  vou  love 
With  such  trust,  completely  giving  your  heart, 

Vour  destiny  still  roaming  the  pastures  ? 

CHARLES  M.  HOLCOMB 


INTROSPECTION 


Quiet  noises 
Hardly  disturb  me 
Beyond  my  silent  wall, 

They  hum  like  voices 
Ql  people  long-forsotten, 

In  the  silent  halls 
Of  my  thoughts. 

Now  and  then 
I  hear  an  echo  sound 
Down  corridors  of  dreams. 

A  fleeting  idea  begins 
Its  game  of  hide-and-seek; 

And,  as  it  seems, 

Eludes  my  grasp  again. 

MYRA  HUNTER 


STRIKE  AT  THE  SURE 

Damn  you  !  Yes,  you  • 

So  sure  and  smug. 

Sitting  on  your  thumb 
And  hugging  yourself. 

Who  are  you  anyhow  ? 
You're  a  pale  shadow  - 
Flickering,  hiding  from  light. 
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As  meaningless 
As  dead,  dry  leaves 
Swirling  in  the  path 
Of  oncoming  rains. 

I  wish  that  Life, 

With  her  razor  talons 
Would  rip  you  apart 
With  passionate  desire 
As  she  has  torn  me. 

CREATION 

Motion  in  space 

Swinging 

down 

centuries 

Existing.... 

never 

ceasing.... 

Relentless 
not  kind 
not  cruel 

Molecules  moving  - 
weaving 

their  intricate  dance 
That  forms 

the  world. 

MYRA  HUNTER 
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F 


e.  3./  dmbisijous  replies  >• 

Frequently  it  two  Icindt  of  lies: 

Always  trying  to  minimize; 

Hardly  Ever  to  maximize. 

WARREN  FRENCH 


DERELICT 

(From  Up  Ego  I) 

Alone,  it  lay  across  the  parallel  wires 
Extending  out  like  time  along  the  sight 
Two  ways,  until  one’s  distance-probing  tires, 
A  broken  kite, 

A  tattered  relic  deaf  to  every  voice 
That  whispers  love  and  hate  along  each  wire, 
That  flutters  feebly  at  each  breeze's  choice, 
Not  through  desire; 

It  lort  its  purpose  early  in  its  flight 
And  hangs  enthralled  for  gradual  decay, 

A  skeleton  that  barely  frames  the  light 
Of  growing  day. 


JOHN  FOSTER  WEST 
Guest  Contributor 
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THE  COMPAQ 


His  gnarled  hands  touched  hers 
where  they  rested  roughened  with  toil 
on  the  old  wooden  gate, 
baring  labor’s  furrows  to  the 
October  moon. 

One  more  summer  they  had  made  it 
together 
alone. 

With  their  old  ways  they  had  made  it 

Scorned  by  son  and  cut  by  daughter 
tree  unparented  by  the  buds  it  bore, 

With  their  old  ways  they  had  made  it 
together 
alone. 

In  their  eyes  a  warmth 
glowed  through  the  autumn  chill. 

Within  the  embers  of  a  dying  summer 

They  yet  saw  the  hope 

that  winter  could  not  blight. 

With  their  old  ways  they  would  make  it 
one  more  summer 
together 
alone. 


HARVEY  F.  BEUTNER 
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THE  FA{.'JLOUS  HOUR 
1 

My  Daushler,  From  Her  Bath 

.  Cool'Heshed,  she  spells  the  loolcing  slass 
And  weaves  a  young  and  fabulous  hour: 

Her  triumphant  pain  when  Gawain  shall  pass 

And  she  will  come  down  from  her  father's  tower, 
Resplendent  in  her  liberty, 

Her  lot  another  Danae’s  shower. 

The  gods  will  comprehend  her  catastrophe. 

What  Camelot  will  be  her  destiny, 

2 

Old  Records 

She  kneels  and  ghosts  herself  home. 

Pouring  libation  from  her  laughter. 

Plays  back  a  voice  many  years  gone, 

A  mother-goose,  birthday-party  chatter. 

And  ghosts  me,  too,  till  I  am  blind 
With  the  haunted  tears  of  a  teddy-bear  mind. 

WILLIAM  L  TAYLOR 
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IJJ  CURSE 


My  htKcr  jtrcde  in  dr.vii  boots 
Across  the  fields  he  cursed; 

HiS  iron  ringers  bruised  the  shoots 
Of  green^  he  stabbed  the  earth. 

My  father  cursed  both  sun  and  rain; 

His  sweep  cut  corn  and  weed, 

And  where  his  fiery  plow  had  lain 
The  ruined  earth  would  bleed. 

Yet  though  he  raged  in  bitter  brew 
Thick  oaths  that  belled  Kis  throat, 

God  rammed  His  springing  juices  through 
And  fleshed  Himself  in  fruit. 

GUY  OWEN 

PRAISE  BE  TO  EVE 

Praise  be  to  Eve  for  season's  gifts. 

For  leaves  of  blood  and  sudden  drifts 
Of  healing  snow:  a  fortunate  fall. 

Bequeathing  us  this  miracle. 

The  hand  that  reached  the  tallest  fruit 
Gathered  the  winds  and  scattered  sleet. 

Unholy  rime  and  sullen  ice 
To  trumpet  the  walls  of  paradise. 

That  ragged  core  she  nibbled  on 
Trembled  the  garden  into  stone. 

And  from  that  dark  and  fated  seed 
Sprang  the  willow,  mounted  the  weed. 

All  things  proud,  strange,  perverse  - 
All  beauty  born  beneath  the  curse. 

GUY  OWEN 
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grlsk  water  jug  in  a  .v.uceum 


Not  now  on  a  sun-npc  shoulder 

carriec  ilirougli  that  white  city  cl  the  s^n 

while  wide  gulls  dipped 

above  the  gracious  head  Uid  for  light  balance 

close  to  your  sun-strucic  bronee, 

not  now  the  cool  sibilance  of  your  water 

lapped  to  the  lovely  ear 

while  like  a  blue  hexameter  the  sky 

arced  over  that  Greek  girl  and  you . 

Here  in  the  empty  air, 

your  centuried  dryness  pedestaled  and  tagged 
you  wait ....  with  all  waiting  things, 
and  I  wait  too. 

With  one  forbidden  finger 
I  touch  your  greening  side, 
and  think  1  hear,  faintly  as  in  a  shell, 
a  little  wind  among  the  olive  trees, 

EVELYN  THORNE 

Guest  Contributor 
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